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look like animated Christmas trees with the little fur tails bob-
bing all over their costumes as they run. In no time at all the
bay is black with people.
The Eskimos have this extraordinary characteristic — twenty
of them give you the impression of a hundred, lending magni-
ficent confirmation to the words of Degas in criticism of another
painter: 'You make a crowd with five heads, not with fifty.' I
have arrived in seal-camps at night and seen Eskimos swarming
in every direction, crawling into and out of igloo porches, put-
ting out hands and more hands to be shaken, crowding into my
igloo in such numbers that there was scarcely room to raise a
mug of tea to one's lips; — and counting them the next morning
I have discovered that this populous cantonment numbers
eighteen souls.
Here by the Post they were as many and as agitated as insects.
There a sled is being unloaded, yonder is another being escorted
in. Here are men standing before the harnessed dogs, calling to
them to pull up to a given point, and before that has been done
the same men have run to greet the sled behind. It is like an
army parade in Paris on the Fourteenth of July: you have not
seen the Dragoons past your post of observation before the
Tonics have arrived, or the Marines, and you cannot make up
your mind to which to give your attention. Most remarkable of
all is the attitude of the newcomers, for all this aid and. enthus-
iasm is received by them with cold impassive faces.
If you are an Eskimo, possessed of the Eskimo's self-respect,
you will be concerned to arrive with dignity. There is an eti-
quette of arrival which you will not fail to observe. Like all
etiquette, these forms deceive nobody, but it is necessary to go
through them. You may be — and everyone will know it— the
veriest ne'er-do-well. Your dogs may be scrawny and mangy,
and you may have had all the trouble in the world, puffing and
lashing them with the whip, to get them to pull you into camp-
No matter: you must make your entrance seated unconcernedly

